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The tide was’ coming in over the grey flats, at ita lip a lnry[

fringe of froth strangely ephemeral for the vast power behind it.

The chennels and guzsles were beginning to pulsate in their long

beds like blue bosoms breathing deeply. No phenomenon of nature

.was more familiar to us, yet as H and myself perchod on the pile
of old lumher none had ever seemed so ncew or :o Arresting.

It was not the rising water or|stood for everything. The church
the flais that we saw, but rather|then was virtually hoth the school
the orig.nal thresheld pf a country and the State. Then the colonials
now so swollen and important it|with their growing political views

had long ceased to remember this | apt i and Lhe powe, -
old doo.way. More than mere flesh | ful little world of the ship build-
and bla>d had passed through it.lers whose swift vessels spun the
Integriiy had, and determirtation | web 1of commerce across the
and a simple sanity of vision that ocecans. .
had eventua]l.y left its im.preulon “You fellows were horn  tou
upon the nation. late,”” said H. “I was cabin boy
Stia~ze how xenerations come|on the Silver Star at fourteen,
“and go—like the tide. = The old |back in 1840. Second mate of the
Fathers with their church, when brig, Hester, before I was old

it, the parson and the Sabbath enough 10 vote. Might have come
to be captain of a full-rigger only
there stopped being any ships. In
Duxbury. We weren's young
enough then to learn new tricks."!

For aseveral dccades the pbn-!
de:ous cx-drags had creaked slow-
ly and inexorably into the wood-:

lands thut hemmed the small town,
cuttint 8 network of thin roads:
jbul few of which are traveledl
today. Every pgreat tree was
, ]markcd and doomed. The u.olemn‘:
joxen penetrated farthar and far-'
ther, gutting one little forest af-
ter another, to Middleboro on the|
'South “and Bridgewater on the
north, till no more big trees were
eft with\'m hauling distance.

| her share

Little had been recorded of a
caew corpa of men the Industry
:a.ned and brought™to a high de
wree of skill. No llat of the axe-
men of Duxbury exints, but it is
known
ones. Theae was Louls Seaver
and old Lon Martin for example,
i’ history has given ua thelr right
vamena. These and many others
could hit a chalk line at full swing
and drive the blade clear through
= yearling hog at one stroke.

The country round about has
never quite recovered from the on-
slaught of “thome ruthless axes.
The big trees have gone down to
zonguer the sea, There &re no
“bull'" pines left, The vemaining
rrowth has a rather learr and wary
look aa if afraid of attracting too
aur,, notice.  The old pastures
and corn fields are like ancient
carpets bemten to a state of tag-
ged useleasness,

India, China, Japan, the West
Indies, Mna.lg'anc" and” “all those
heathen parts.”’ We had the men
to man the ships too. There was
Salem of course and Medfard and
Newburyport and FEast Boston,
but little Duxbury did more than
in the birth of New
England's great sea trade.

The Mattakecsett, St. Lawrence,
Admittance, Vandalia, Oneco, Man-
ten, Fliza Warwick, all full-riggers

and who remembers now how
mAany brigs, barks and schoonera—
2!l have vanished like wind-driven
clouds. No tall ships ever return-
ed, but many a mate and captain
came back to permanent moorings

there were some frRmgusy

in the old town.

[f you picture these deep nes
autocrats as Bulls of Bashan witl
copper lungs capable of setting
the air vibrating fqr half a mile
around, or hairy giants musclec
lika gorillas, you have drawn you
images from fiction. There wert
few tall men among them. Actu.
ally they were a rather short race
though oftenr beamy, and decep.
tively mild of voice and manner
Many of them were a bit duck.
legged. Most of them were slow
of motion and noticeably reserved

The way they looked at you, or
rather through you, made you
think- of far horizons and bound.
lors waters. Their thick wrists
and curled fingers spoke eloquent-
ly of rail and rigging. The resist-
ing arch of their legs was borm
of the roll and thrust of decks.

Above all the absolute inherent
suthority of their old faces mark-
¢ed them as a class apart akin to
petty sovereigns, man who had
exercised supreme judicial power
over fellow beings.



